THE night before school opened mother and I sat up all night sewing my sailor suit for the next day, for mother could not spare a day's work on one of us children. On Tuesday morning I trudged off, tremulous, expectant, with her eyes following me, to high school. The grammar school had been on our street, in my old neighbourhood. But I was the only girl of my class to go to the Central High School. The school itself was outside of the ghetto. My classmates were to be strangers to me.
They were indeed strange to me. Coming from the ghetto into the high school was like coming from a foreign country into America. I know now that, in truth, the stories I had read in books had been to me just beautiful fantastic words until I came to this new school. Here were children who were not [88]
